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profcmnd attention. His mission had taken, un-
consciously perhaps, a Messianic character. His
enemies were the enemies of God. The ordinary
metes and bounds of personality had broken down.
The state of mind revealed in the appeal as origin-
ally written was the state of mind of the Peace
Conference and of the fight over the Treaty and
the League which succeeded the Peace Conference,
All that happened afterwards, including the pitiful
personal tragedy, had become inevitable.

For a while at Paris amid the triumphs of his
European reception and the successes of the first
few months up to the adoption of the League
covenant Mr, Wilson forgot Mr* Lodge, forgot him
too completely*

It was my fortune to see him at the apex of his
career. He was about to sail for America on that
visit which he made here in the midst of the treaty
making. His League covenant had just been
agreed to. The world had accepted him. Fate
had led him far from those paths of defeat and ob-
scurity into which his sensitiveness and shyness
had turned him as a youth. He was elated and
confident. He looked marvelously fresh and young,
his color warm and youthful, his eye ajive with
pleasure.
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